The Summerlands Saga 


Author: motherfuckeroftheyear 
Bands: Original rock fic 
Characters: 

Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [GenSlash] 


Updated: Tue Apr 14 2020 13:00:07 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Chapter |: A New Beginning? 


The lights burned into Heath's eyes as he strutted onto the stage, his black 1955 Fender Stratocaster slung 
over his shoulder. The audience screamed and clapped with fervor. Heath ran his hands through his waist 
length dark brown ringlets, and adjusted the microphone down to his mouth. A drop of sweat rolled down 
Heath's temple as he scanned the crowd. The guitarist counted to four on his fingers, and on the fourth count, 


Kenzie, the drummer, dived right in 


Heath's olive fingers climbed up and down the neck of the guitar, the vibrations of Paul's bass rumbling in his 
chest. When it was time, Heath took in a breath, and began to sing. 


Falsetto rang out over the crowd, and they went nuts. The words flowed out of Heath's mouth as smooth as 
liquid silk. It was an anthem, an anthem of Americana rock, of a good, honest life, and a carefree attitude. 
Heath tossed his head, curls flying every which way. He took a step backwards, almost tripping on his platform 
shoes, and launched into the guitar solo. He felt it through his body, traveling from the pick into the tips of his 
fingers, up his arms, and flooding out into his bony chest. Before he had a chance to soak it up, the song was 


over. 


The audience broke into applause. Heath jauntily stepped back up to the microphone and smiled. 


"How are you, Seattle?" 


Cheers and claps were his response. 


"Good, good" Heath scanned the crowd in front of him. A sold-out show. "I can't believe we're celebrating 
twenty years of Summerlands this year." He turned to face Paul, who smiled The audience responded once 
more. Heath smiled, biting his lip, eyes glanced down at his guitar, the lights reflecting off of it into his eyes. 
He glanced up. The horizon was a haze of smoke and lights, mixed in with the multitude of faces. "Is that pot | 
smell?" He asked. The audience laughed. A hand extended from the front row, a joint between two fingers. Heath 


bent down and took it. 


“About damn time," he said with a chuckle in his voice. He put it to his lips and took a long drag, then handed it 
back. "Who wants to hear more?" The fans roared with applause. Heath threw his head back, and Summerlands 
launched into the next song. 

The concert was over almost as soon as it began. After the final note was played, and the three bowed to the 
audience, they stepped backstage. Heath wiped the sweat off his brow with a towel slung over the back of a 
folding chair. He could still hear the audience clapping and cheering for more. A terra cotta finger tapped him 


on the shoulder. 


"See, Heath, what did | tell you? You did just fine," Paul said. He flipped his long black braid over his shoulder. 


"| suppose.’ The main room of the tour bus was a mess. Clothes were strewn about the room, and dirty mugs 
lined the outline of the black leather couch. Dirty dishes nestled into the tiny sink, stacked almost to the point 
of reaching the cabinets on top. Something white with a gold tip caught Heath out of the corner of his eye. He 
picked up a couple of crusty socks on the armrest of the couch by the tips of his fingers. "Who?" he 


demanded. 


"Gimme those," Kenzie said, snatching them from the guitarist. 


"What the hell have you done to these poor socks?" Heath made a gagging motion "You're disgusting." He 
turned to face Paul. "Where's our next stop?" 


"San Francisco," Paul replied. He sat down on the couch. "No fighting, you two." He smiled, his big brown eyes 


sparkling. "We have a long tour ahead of us." 


"Don't remind me." Kenzie folded his arms across his chest. 


"Come on, now. This is something to celebrate." Paul fished around in the pocket of his high waisted derim and 


pulled out a Ziploc bag filled with green 


Heath shook his head. "l'm not really in the mood." 


Paul frowned. "| figured." 


"Can one of you guys get up off your lazy ass and get me a beer?" Kenzie said. 


"Get it yourself," Heath said. 


"IIl get it," Paul said, rolling his eyes. He opened up the fridge and tossed a can into Kenzie's direction 


"Finally." Kenzie popped open the top and took a sip. "California," he said with distain. "What a shithole.” 


Heath stared at him. "We lived in California, remember?" 


"Doesn't make it any less of a shithole," Kenzie said, shrugging. 


Heath sat down next to Paul. The guitarist poked the bassist's ruddy red arm. "When is the next concert, 


anyway?" 


Paul sighed. "It's not until three days from now." 


"Three days? | can't wait that long." Heath looked over at Kenzie. "Would you quit it? You're driving me crazy.’ 


Kenzie's narrow, almond shaped eyes narrowed even further. "Quit what?" 


"Flicking the tab on that damn can" 


"What? Its a free country.” Kenzie smoothed down his short, slicked back hair. 


"Not in here, it's not." 


‘Guys, stop it," Paul said He went over to the phone and starting punching in some numbers. 


"Who're you calling?" Kenzie asked. 


"Elder." 


The two shot up out of their chairs and gathered around Paul. 
"| want to talk to Snarling Wolf," the drummer said, 


"Me too," Heath said. 


"Just hold on, gee whiz." Paul waited, and hung up. "No answer." 


"What?" Kenzie said. He frowned. 


"He's probably asleep by now," Paul said. "He's old” 


Heath slinked away while Paul and Kenzie were still talking. He shut the door to his room. It had a high king- 


sized bed covered in a mountain of pillows, and psychedelic posters covering the walls. He peeled off his socks, 


curling his toes into the shag carpet. Old. Who is Paul kidding; they were old, too. They started this band when 
they were mere kids, and here we are twenty years later. Time flies whether you're having fun or not. 

He lay on his back, gazing at the ceiling. A Rolling Stones poster stared back down at him. He crossed one leg 
over the other. It was going to be a long year ahead of him. And he knew just what he needed. He rolled onto 
his side. There was a rotary phone, sitting on his nightstand. He picked it up off the hook and dialed a number. 


"Hey, who's this?" a voice answered. 


"Paisley?" 


"Yeah, this is him. Who's this?" 


"Heath." 


"Oh my God, how're you doing?" Paisley squealed on the other end. Heath winced and yanked the phone away 


from his ear. "| missed you." 


"Not so good. Are you in or around Seattle right now?" 


lm close, yeah. Why?" 


Heath sighed. "I could really use a friend right now. Meet me at the Red Apple." 


"The bar?" 


"Yeah. And bring your briefcase." 


"My briefcase?" There was a silence on Paisley's end. "Heath," he started to say. 


"Don't give me any of that bullshit," Heath said. "Just bring it” 


"Well. if you say so." 


The Red Apple has probably been one of the better-looking bars Heath has been to. The walls were painted a 
bright cherry red, and there were small blue and purple Christmas lights strung up on top of the ceiling, 
crisscrossing over each other like a giant dreamcatcher. There were some pretty neat pictures of Washington 


hanging on the wall, too, like the one that had a neon rendition of the Space Needle. 


Heath sat in a booth in the back corner, sipping on blackberry brandy, waiting for Paisley. The pleather seats, 
despite being slashed and torn, were so soft that even Heath sunk into them with ease. 


"Heath Holland," a loud, scratchy voice said. Heath turned around. A tall man with cotton candy pink teased hair 


wearing black leather leggings and heeled ankle boots picked up Heath and squeezed him. "It's been forever." 


"I know it has," Heath said, hugging him back. Paisley sat across from him, and set his head in his hands, 
elbows on the table, and leaned forward. 


"How long has it been?" Paisley said "Five years?" 


"Just about" 


"Hot damn." Paisley whistled. "So how have you been since | last saw you? How is the whole midlife crisis 


thing?" 


"Shhh," Heath hissed. "Not so loud." 


"Right. Sorry." Paisley cupped a hand around his mouth. "How is the whole midlife crisis thing?" 


Heath pursed his lips. "Not good at all." 


"Oh?" 


| can barely hold myself together." Heath said, locking eyes with Paisley. 


"I'm so sorry to hear that." 


"Can you help me?" 


"How?" 


"You're a drug fiend, aren't you? Do you have anything that can help me feel better?" 


Paisley looked up in thought. 


"No more blow." 


"Oh, all right. Fine." Paisley said, "I guess | do have something." 


Heath leaned forward. "What?" 


| have to warn you, though, I've never used it before, so | can't tell you how good it is." 


| don't care," Heath growled. "Just tell me." 


"Its called Edge OFF" 


"What does it do?" 


"When you're feeling depressed or sad, it resets your brain back to normal for twenty-four hours. Potent 


stuff, from what | hear." 


"How much?" 


"For you, Heath, free." 


"You're a good friend, Paisley." 


Paisley smiled. "| try" 


The Seattle air was misty and humid. Paisley opened the trunk of his powder blue Fiero and pulled out his 
briefcase. He opened it up. It was filled with various powders, potions, pills, and syringes. The pink haired man 
took out a paper bag, and gave it to Heath. 


"Here you are" 


Heath peered into the bag, and swallowed. "Needles?" 


"Yeah. That way, it can reach your brain quicker. Crazy science shit" 


"How harmful is it?" 


"That | don't know." 


Heath stuck his nails into his mouth. "I can't believe l'm actually doing this." 


Paisley shrugged. "You do what you can to feel better. No shame." 


"The guys must never find out" 


Paisley laughed. "I don't even talk to them. Your secrets safe with me." 


"| need to get going," Heath said. "We're going to be leaving soon" 


"For where?" 


"Our next stop is California." 


"Ah, that's right. Your 20th Anniversary Tour.” Paisley smiled. 


"And a new album, right?" 


"Yes." Heath smiled back, dimples at the corners of his lips. "Did you give it a listen yet?" 


Paisley shook his head. "Not yet. | have my own album I'm working on. But | promise you, | will" Paisley shifted 
his weight. "You better hurry back. They're probably waiting on you." 


"You're probably right" Heath gave Paisley another hug. "I'll see you sometime soon" | hope, he added in his 
thoughts. 


Heath ran back to the tour bus, his platformers thumping against the concrete. He quickly shut the door, and 
locked it, peeling his shoes off with his feet. Nobody was in the front room. Good. He slipped into his bedroom, 
and locked the door. 


Now was his chance to really look at this miracle drug. The syringes lay nestled in the paper bag. Heath took 
great care in taking one out, bringing it up close to his face. It was filled with an opaque silver liquid that 
glittered in the dim lamp light. Heath gently swirled the syringe; the liquid was a little runnier than he expected. 
The hypodermic needle was long and looked to be a little on the thick side. It also had a removable plastic tip 


covering the head. 


He placed the syringe on the night stand and rolled up the paper bag, putting it on the floor. A giant pillow was 
then propped up against the wall behind the bed, and Heath laid back on it with one leg sticking out, and the 


other drawn up near his chest. 


He held out his left arm, rolled up his black silk sleeve and placed it on his knee. Right in the crook of his arm 
was the tell-tale blue line, rice and thick Heath tapped the barrel a couple times, then lightly pushed the 
plunger with his thumb. A small drop of liquid beaded at the top, and trickled down the side of the needle. 


Heath placed the needle against the vein. He ground his teeth together, bracing himself. He broke the skin, 
steadily shooting up the contents of the barrel into his bloodstream. 

The drug felt cold in his arm. He could almost feel it traveling up to his brain. The guitarist disposed of the 
used needle, hid the bag, and knocked on Paul's door. 


Paul opened the door, and looked down, surprised to find Heath standing there, bouncing on his toes. 


"What is it?" Paul asked, adjusting his golden cross necklace. 


"Still want to smoke?" 


Paul smiled. "Of course | do." He knocked on Kenzie's door. 


"What?" the drummer grunted. 


"Smoke with us," Paul said. 


"Well, well, well," Kenzie replied. 


They congregated on the couch, and Paul began to pick apart a nug. He packed it into a tobacco wrapper, and 
rolled it up, licking it to seal the goods inside. Paul gave it to Heath. 

Heath lit up the end of the joint. He breathed in. The gentle burn inside his chest started to spread to the rest 
of his body. He breathed out, smoke curling out of his mouth. 


"It's been such a long time since we smoked together," Heath said, sinking back into the couch. He handed the 


joint to Kenzie. 


"Yeah, what took you so long, you bastard?" Kenzie said. He flicked the ashes into a tray. "It's weird to see you 


smoking with us again." He handed the joint to Paul. 


Paul breathed in, and began to cough so hard that tears came into his eyes. Heath laughed. "You okay, there?" 


"Not really," Paul managed to say between coughs. 


Heath took the joint from Paul's outstretched hand. "It was like your first time all over again" 


"Oh, Lord" 


"Do you remember that? Because | do." 


eR 


it was May 28th, 1969 Heath checked the driveway, nobody was home. He gave Paul the thumbs up signal, and 
they went into Heath's house. 


‘Are you sure this is a good idea?" Paul whispered 


Heath nodded, causing his curls to bounce. "Yeah, it's fine. My dad doesn't care," he said as he opened the door to 
the basement. ‘Is my mom you have to worry about." 


‘Not about that, | mean the, you know-" 


"The marijuana?" 


"Shhh, not so loud" 


Heath rolled his eyes. "Nobody's here but us. Chill out" 


‘lm not so sure about this, Heath," Paul said, looking at the joint nervously, 


‘Its harmless," Heath said "ve been smoking since | was fifteen" 


"And youre not dead?" 


‘Of course not. It can't kill you." Heath went over to the pool table. "Lets make it a good first time for you." He 
pulled out some incense sticks and a box of matches, and stuck about five in one pail of sand in the middle of the 


fable, and lit one of them. It smelled overly strong, but intriguing 


"What IS that?" Paul said 


Heath grinned "That, is the smell of lavender." He gave Paul the joint. "Just take as big of a breath as you can, 
hold it, and breathe out when you cant hold it any longer," Heath said 


‘Here it goes." Paul breathed in the earthy aroma and coughed violently. 'I think Im going to be sick." 


"You won't be," Heath said. "HI pass. How do you feel?" he asked Paul 


‘lm not sure," Paul said "ls the room supposed to be moving like that?" 


Heath laughed "Maybe so." He took a hit. "We need fo find a drummer soon Im tired of waiting" 


"Did anyone answer our ad yet? ʻ 


"What do you think?" 


"No, huh?" 


"Exac tly." 


"Dang it," Paul said He took the joint from Heath's fingers and breathed in More coughing. "Were never going to get 
our band off the ground at this rate." 


"That's not true." Heath sat down on a lawn chair that had a broken arm. "We will find someone eventually," 


"l hope youre night." Paul moved his arm, knocking over the glass of lemonade that he brought with him. "Whoops." 


"Opa," Heath said, clapping his hands. A pink flush came over Paul's ruddy skin. "Im just teasing you." The Greek 
leaned back into the chair. 'I wish | brought my guitar down here. Then we could start writing some actual songs." 


"We're too high to be writing songs." 


Heath laughed "We've barely even scratched the surface." 


Paul shoved a piece of his shagged hair behind an ear. "Do you really think we'll ever make it big?" 


‘Not unless we get a drummer, we're not." 


"| wonder if the Stones or the Beatles ever felt like this." 


Heath snorted "They were both famous from day one." 


Paul put his head in his hands. 'I wish we could be like that." 


"Who knows," Heath said, taking another puff. "Maybe we will be." 


There was a slamming noise upstairs. Paul jumped There was the 


sound of small but angry footsteps above them, then to their left. Someone started to bang on the basement 


door. 


"Heathcliff Nikolas Holland, open this door right now." 


‘Oh shit, its my mom. Go, go, go!" Heath sped up to the small basement window, stood on his tiptoes, and pulled it 
open, practically shoving his friend out of if. 


eR 


"| couldn't even drive myself home," Paul said, putting out the cherry. "I had to sit in the bushes so | could 


calm down." 


"Damn" Kenzie laughed. "Wish | could've been there to see that." 


"tim going to call it a night," Heath said, getting up. 


"Good night,” Paul called after him. 


Heath opened the curtains in his room. Pine trees whizzed by, and the moon and stars were plainly visible, 
shining down over Washington. He took off his clothes down to his boxer briefs, got under the sheets, and fell 


into a deep sleep for the first time in a long while. 


In three days, Summerlands performed their concert in San Francisco. Heath tossed some guitar picks into the 


crowd, smiling and sweat rolling down his face. 


"Thank you, San Francisco." The trio took a bow, and headed off the stage. 


"This show was even better than the first one,” Paul said. He undid his braid, and finger combed it out. 


Heath placed his hands on his hips. "Of course it was." He grinned, thinking about the syringes under his bed. 


Kenzie rubbed his soul patch. "I can't wait to go to bed. I'm so fucking tired" He wiped some sweat off his brow 


with his wrist. "| forgot how much drumming takes out of me." 


"Let me grab you some water," Paul said. He returned soon with a plastic cup. "Here, can you hand this to 
Kenzie, please?" Paul handed the cup to Heath. 


"Whoops," Heath said, staring Kenzie directly in the eyes, dumping it all over the floor. 


"You motherfucker,” Kenzie growled He grabbed Heath by both of his skinny wrists and twisted his arms up 
over his head, holding him there. "What's your problem?" 


Heath looked like a frightened animal. He tried to wriggle out of Kenzie's grasp, but he was just too strong. 
Kenzie finally let him go. Heath took a few quick steps back, rubbing his wrists. He stuck his tongue out at his 


bandmate. 


"Real mature," Kenzie said. 


"Are you guys fighting again?" Paul said in disbelief. 


Kenzie looked off to the side. "No." 


"Okay, good" 


Heath retired to his room early. He was starting to feel the drug's effects wearing off. So it really did last 
just about twenty-four hours. Heath pulled out the paper bag from underneath his bed, and counted the 
syringes. He still had plenty. As he lay in bed, he started to think. 


Kenzie is such an ass. He deserved to have that water spilled on the floor. The look on his face was priceless. 
The way he scrunched up his eyes and curled his lip, his cheeks turned to a cherry red. Heath rolled over to 
the side. His end table was home to a Tiffany lamp, as well as various knick-knacks that he had collected from 
various states over the years of touring. There was one thing that stood out though. Bordered in a novelty 


hand painted frame was a photograph. The photo was yellowed, and one of the corners was ripped. But the 
memories behind that photo remained clear and pristine. 


Chapter 2: The Photograph 


it was May 24th, 1110. Heath was awakened by a continuous pounding He reluctantly got up and staggered to the 
front door, pushing his hair out of his face as he went. When he opened the door, he was surprised to see a 
disheveled young man that was out of breath 


"H; are you, hang on a sec.." he said, and dug around in one of the pockets of his ripped jeans until he pulled out a 
piece of paper. ".youre Heath Holland, correct?" 


This got Heath's attention "Yeah, | am," he replied "Why do you want to know?" 


The man grinned "You put out an ad about looking fo put a band together, and you needed a drummer." He 
shrugged his shoulders. "Id like to be that drummer." 


The brisk Washington air suddenly felt fresh and hopeful, ke a surge of determination Heath rubbed the grit out of 


his green eyes and leaned against the door frame. "So, you want to be in Summerlands?" 
The man furrowed his eyebrows. "That's what | just told you" 


Heath pursed his lps and nodded. "Very good, very good.If it's possible, can you audition later today? Around four? I 
have fo call up the bassist: There are so many other potential drummers to go through," he paused and looked up 
at the stranger, with an eyebrow raise that was all business. "You understand, right?" 


The young man faltered a bif. "I mean, | can come back," he said quickly, urging Heath to pause with his finger. "But 
| have to fell you, | don't-" 


‘Great! See you then, and good luck. HI warn you though, there's some pretty tough competition." He closed the 
door and made sure the man was out of his sights. As soon as he knew he was alone, he dashed into the kitchen 
and grabbed the phone, turning the dials with a shaking finger. He wiggled waiting for the line to comect 


"Ugh..who is this?" 


‘Paul, its me. You'll never guess what just happened," Heath said while twirling the cord around his fingers. 


Paul sighed. "I couldn't possibly." 


"We finally got someone to answer our ad." 


"Youre kidding" Paul sat up. "Who was it? Did you get a name?" 


Heath knew he forgot something "Well, no. But it wasn’t anyone we know, | can tell you that." He sat down and 
switched hands. "H was some guy with long black hair. | told him fo come back to my house around four o'clock, so 
we could hear him play." 


"This guy better be good, considering our slm choices." 


"Well, | have hope. He even looks like a real rock n roll drummer," Heath said "He has the hair, the face, 
everything-" 


"Okay, okay, | get if," Paul chuckled "HI be over there at 330." 


"Bring snacks." 


‘Bring snacks?" 


"Well, yeah. You cant have an audition without snacks." 


Paul sighed. "Oh, Lord” 


HE 


Paul dumped the contents of the plastic bag onto Heath's kitchen table. 


"Beef jerky? Thats all you got?" Heath said 


‘ts all | had," Paul responded He opened up a bag and took a handful of the dried meat. "What was he lke?" 


‘Hard to tell," Heath said, taking one of the pieces of meat from Paul's hand. 'I only saw him for a minute." 


At four o'clock on the dot, the doorbell rang. 


"That must be him," Heath said He got up to answer the door. 


Paul followed closely behind. "Hello?" 


‘Hey, there," the young man from earlier said. 'Im ready for my audition" He peered over Heath's shoulder. "Who's 
this?" 


"That's Paul," Heath said 


‘Paul Philips, nice to meet you," Paul said, holding his hand out. The man's hand had an iron grip, warm and strong 


‘Kenzie Belvidere," the man said "What instrument do you play?" 


"Bass." 


"Cool What about you, Short Stack?" 


Heaths eyebrow twitched. "Guitar. | also sing" 


‘A multifasker," Kenzie said. "Nice. Where would you like me to set up my drum kit?" 


‘Garage is fine. My parents arent home," Heath said Kenzie gave them the thumbs up, and walked into the open 
garage. "I don't think | lke him anymore," Heath said 


Paul looked skyward "That was quick," he said flatly. 


Heath glared at him with furrowed brow. "He called me Short Stack." 


‘Now, Heath," Paul said ‘Lets find out more about hm before you make another hasty judgement." 


Heath reluctantly agreed. "Fine. But if he calls me that again, Im saying something" He peered into the garage to 
get a good look at this Kenzie Belvidere. 


Hs long slicked back black hair went down to the middle of his back. Hs eyes were narrow and almond shaped, with 
a nose quite petite and upturned, despite his somewhat intimidating face. He was taller than both of them, looking 
fo be about six feet Hs arms were ripped, probably from playing drums for a long time. 

Kenzie put the last bits together and stepped back It was a fine drum kit, better than most Heath had seen. "n't 


it nice?" Kenzie said 


"That is pretty nice," Paul said "Lets hear you play something on it." 


“Sure thing." He sat behind the drum set, with one stick in each hand. Without warning, he launched into a drum solo. 
Heath could hardly see his arms move he was so fast. The rhythm was solid, a glorious combination of clashing 


cymbals and pounding drums. When he finished, he was panting and sweating, eagerly awaiting the verdict from the 
band 


So, what did you think?" Kenzie asked "Am | in?" 


Paul opened his mouth fo say something, but Heath pulled him aside. "We have to discuss our options," Heath 


explained to Kenzie. 


He's really good," Paul said "Very talented" 


"l agree," Heath said 


"So, whats the problem, then?" 


"We dont really know who this guy is." 


Paul raised an eyebrow. "What do you mean?" 


‘Hs personality is still a mystery. What if we all cant get along?" 


"This is why we have to give him a chance," Paul said. ‘Plus, its not lke we have other options here." 


Heath sighed "Fine." The two of them ungrouped and faced Kenzie, who sat straight up in anticipation "You made if," 
Heath said with a smile. 


"Hell yeah," Kenzie said, pumping a fist in the air. 


‘Lets celebrate the band," Heath said "Lets all hang out tomorrow." 


‘Can | pick something?" Kenzie asked 


‘By all means." 


‘Lets go to Seattle," Kenzie said. "Ive never been there before." 


Heath's jaw dropped open. "You've never been to Seattle?" 


Kenzie shook his head. "Nope. Just moved here." 


"From where?" Paul asked 


"None of your business." 


Heath and Paul exchanged looks 


"Thats it then," Heath said. "First thing tomorrow, we're taking you fo Seattle. Come back here tomorrow at 8" 


Cool," Kenzie said "H see you then." He packed up his drum kit and drove off, leaving Heath and Paul standing in 
the driveway. 


"None of your business’, huh," Heath said, walking back inside. "He could be from anywhere." 


‘He must really want to be part of our band," Paul said. "We already let him down." 


Heath glared at him. "What do you mean? We have talent, we don't let down! Have a little faith in us" 


Paul sighed. "I dont know, Heath It takes a lot for bands to make it. We still dont even have a full band together 
yet." 


Heath raised an eyebrow. "What do you mean?" 


"Well, there's only three of us" 


‘So? We dont need any more. Three is plenty." 


"F youre sure," Paul said 


‘Of course | am. Affer tomorrow, we'll all get together again and play. Then you'll see." 


The next day, the three packed up into Heath's pickup, and they headed for Seattle. Not ten minutes into the 


hour-long drive, however, they began fo run into some problems. 


‘Heath, pull over," Kenzie demanded 


"For what?" 


"Just pull over." 


Reluctantly, Heath pulled over onto the shoulder of the road. "What is it?" 


‘No offense, Short Stack, but your driving sucks. Let me drive." 


"Excuse me?" Heath said "This is my truck. And dont call me that again" 


Kenzie quizzically pulled his mouth to one side. "Sorry. But your driving still sucks. Just let me drive.” 


Heath ground his teeth together, but saw Pauls worried face out of the corner of his eye. He let the rage simmer 
down a bit before he responded 


Oh, all right, fine," Heath said The two switched spots, and with a revving of the engine and a rocket launcher 
takeoff, they were off. Paul grabbed the oh-shit handle and braced himself for the worst. 


‘Dont you think you should slow down a bit?" Paul said 


"Nah" Kenzie said. ‘Fruit Cake back there drives Ike a Granny." 


Heath frowned. "Fruit Cake?" 


"Well, hell, | mean, look at you," Kenzie said "Youre looking like Frank Sinatra's queer hppie brother back there with 
your litte tie on top and bellbottoms and shit. We need to pick up the pace a little." A look of concern flashed 
over his face, and he slammed on the brake, launching Heath face first into the back of the driver's seat. "Stop 
light," Kenzie said, pointing at it. Heath groaned. 


They parked downtown, near the Space Needle. Paul stepped out of the truck, traumatized "On the way home, Hi 
drive," he said Kenzie was looking up and around, taking in all of the scenery. Buildings reached for the bright blue 
skies, their tops seemingly poking into the clouds. People bustled about, going about their daily business. The air 
smelled of freshly brewed coffee mixed with smog, an odd yet somehow delightful combination 


"Can we go up in the Space Needle?" Kenzie asked 


"The Space Needle is so boring" Heath said, waving his hand like he was shooing away a fly. "There's other great 
places in Seattle fo go see." 


‘ts boring for you because you live here," Paul said "Lets just go to the Space Needle, alright?" 


‘fine. But it's nothing special." 


The elevator rose towards the observation deck. Kenzie's face was plastered against the window. "Damn, you can 
see the entire city," he said, amazed 


The observation deck circled around the Needle, open to the warm city air. Kenzie stepped outside, his boots 
clacking on the cement floor. It was a wonderful day, with big, fluffy white clouds floating in the bright blue sky. He 
looked down. Cars looked lke matchbox toys, and people looked lke flesh colored specks against the concrete jungle. 
On the other side, the majestic Mt. Rainer loomed over the city lke a god watching over its people. 


"Wow," Kenzie said 


Heath walked away from the two, and peered out over the city of Seattle. He had forgotten how beautiful it was 
up here. For just that brief moment, Heath felt all of his cares and concerns slip away through the netting of the 
observation deck. He snapped back into reality when Kenzie tapped him on the shoulder. 


"You alright?" he asked 


"Yeah, just thinking," Heath said 


Kenzie smiled "You seem lke the kind of guy that does a lot of that." 


Heath wrinkled his nose. "Whats that supposed fo mean?" 


Kenzie shrugged "I dunno. We just dont have a lot of those people back at my hometown Its kind of refreshing 


seeing one of those for once." 


Heath raised an eyebrow. " see." 


"Yeah," Kenzie trailed off, staring at the mountain. Heath studied the fixated gray eyes, and was about to ask him 


another question 


‘Ready to get going?" Paul said 


"Where to?" Kenzie asked 


"We should get something to eat," Heath said 


"You always want fo eat," Paul said ‘lm surprised you dont weigh three hundred pounds." 


‘Lets let the new guy decide," Heath said. "What! it be?" 


"We could eat," Kenzie said 


"What do you want?" 


"Take me fo the best restaurant in town," Kenzie said 


Paul thought for a moment. "That would be The Orchard," he said 


Kenzie raised an eyebrow. "What kind of a name is that?" he said 


Heath shrugged. ‘Its really good, but its kind of a far walk 


And Im not paying for parking." he said 


"Well, the more walking we do, the more sights we can show him," Paul said 


"True." He turned fo Kenzie. "I hope you dont mind walking" 


Kenzie shook his head. "Lead on" 


‘Everyone, follow me," Heath said He led the two down the sidewalk. "Over here to your right is the best bar in 
Seattle, The Red Apple." They walked a little further, and Heath pointed across the street. "And over here is best 
place to buy candied apples. My personal favorite is the one covered in toffee bits." 


"What's that over there?" Kenzie asked, pointing to a small shack. 


"They sell apple butter," Heath said 


‘ts really good on fry bread," Paul added. 


Kenzi's nose wrinkled. "Is there anything else here besides apples?" 


Heath and Paul looked at each other, each one drawing a blank. 
Suddenly, Heath snapped his fingers. "Do you like coffee?" 


"ts alright" 


Heath gasped "Thats it. We're taking you out for coffee. Seattle is famous for it," Heath said 


‘Really now," Kenzie said 


Oh, yes," Paul said "You've never had a good cup of coffee until you've gotten one from here. Its lke the drink 


equivalent of New York pizza." 


"Cool " 


Heath raised an eyebrow as they headed towards the nearest coffee shop. "Uh, excuse me, I think you meant to 
say Chicago pizza," he said 


"New York pizza," Kenzie said 


Paul sighed "lm sorry | even said anything” 


‘Here we are," Heath said 'I refuse fo let you go home without you having coffee." 


Kenzie looked up at the sign It read "Sugar Blossoms." He groaned Heath flounced up to the counter, staring at the 


menu. 


‘Can | get a cinnamon apple coffee, please?" 


"Argghhh" 


Heath rolled his eyes. "Oh, shut it." 


"Why does everything here have to deal with apples?" Kenzie said, holding his head. "I dont even like apples." 
Everyone in the coffee shop stopped talking and stared at the stranger who dared fo speak against the fruit 
"Whatre you looking at?" He sneered 


‘ts ok, he didnt mean if," Heath said, taking his coffee from the barista, who was giving the three of them a dirty 
look "Here, try some," he said to Kenzie. He took a sp. 


‘Not bad, | guess," he said, handing the cup back to Heath 


"You guess?" Heath said, bewildered As they walked to the restaurant, Kenzie spoke up again 


"Washington seems kind of boring to me," he said " There's nothing here but apples and coffee." 


A slow smile came over Paul's face. "Not true." Kenzie raised an eyebrow. "Do you want to see the real 


Washington?" the Native asked, sparkles in his brown eyes. 


Kenzie shrugged "Sure." 


"Perfect." 


Paul drove them to the Redwood Springs Reservation. He parked Heath's truck in front of a pale-yellow ranch 
house, and made the motion for the two to wait inside. Paul ran up the gravel driveway, and poked his head inside 
the door, looking around He turned back to the truck and waved for them to come inside. 


‘Sorry about the mess," Paul said Kenzie looked around the living room, seeing the stacks upon stacks of papers 


strewn about all over the place. 


"Hs, uh, fne," he said 


Suddenly, they could hear the sounds of creaking wood 


"Who is it?" Paul called out. 


"Me," a female voice said 


‘Oh, hey, Wynonna," Paul said, relieved 


Wynonna put her hands on her hps "I know you," she said, pointing at Heath, "but who's this?" 


"Kenzie Belvidere," Kenzie said, pushing Heath aside and holding out his hand for her fo shake it. But she never dd 


‘Paul, mom won't like that you brought someone into the house," Wynonna said 


"She's not home, is she?" Paul asked 


"No. 


Paul wiped sweat off his brow. "Phew. Thats good. Don't 
fell her, okay?" 


‘Hey, Paul, who's this?" Kenzie interrupted 


"Thats my sister." 


"Younger, or older?" 


Paul looked tired "Older." 


‘Older, huh?" Kenzie said, playing with his soul patch He smirked at Wynonna 


"Well, | have to go," Wynonna said. "Paul, mom will be home soon Just be careful." 


"will" Paul beckoned them with his hand again "Come on out to the back. | have something | think you will like." 


The backyard was expansive and beautiful. The clean smell of green grass was in the air, as well as a refreshing 
breeze. Off fo the side, there was a wooden swing-set and a dirty green and white shed. In the middle of the 
backyard, there was a long and thin structure made out of logs, ike a cabin. Paul led them inside. 


"Welcome to the Philips family stable," he said proudly 


Kenzie walked up to one of the horses. He was a sandy color, with a cream-colored mane. Kenzie carefully held 


out his hand The horse sniffed it, then nuzzled it with his nose. 


"That one's name is Butternut," Paul said "Do you want to ride him?" 


Kenzie's narrow eyes widened. ‘Ride him?" he repeated. 


"Yeah. The place | want to take you is too far to walk," Paul said Kenzie froze. Paul gave him a sympathetic smile. 
"Youve never ridden a horse before, have your" 


"Thats okay, its easy to get the hang of. Here, Hi help you." Paul slid the bridle over Butternuts muzzle, secured a 
saddle on his back, and led him outside. "Hop on," Paul said to Kenzie. Kenzie stared back at him with unblinking eyes 


Paul laughed "He's not going to hurt you or buck you off," he said "Just get on" 


Kenzie pulled out a step stool, and put one leg over 


Butternut, straddling the horse's back 


"This feels weird" Kenzie said studying his surroundings from his new perch 


‘ft will feel weird at first," Heath said from atop his own cinnamon colored horse, trotting over. "You'll get used to 


i" 


"HI be right back," Paul said. "Don't go anywhere." He ran back inside the stable. 


Kenzie looked over to Heath. "Horses, huh?" he said 


"Arent they beautiful?" Heath said "Amazing creatures." 


‘Are they wild out here, too?" 


Heath grinned "You bet." 


Kenzie started playing absentmindedly with Butternuts mane. "We never had anything like this back home," he said 


Heath nodded "| see." 


"Anyways," Kenzie said. "Im looking forward to playing with you guys later. ve never played with a band before." 


"Neither have we," Heath said 


"Back," Paul said, racing around to the front of the two young men on his brown horse. "Okay, follow me. Hi go slow 
Just for you, Kenzie. Come on, Brownie." And with that and a gentle tug on the reins, Brownie was off, walking into 


the open pasture. 


Gorgeous rolling hills stretched back all the way against the backdrop of the bright blue sky. The sweet smell of 
wildflowers was all around them, and it was perfectly silent, except for the chirping of the occasional bird Paul 
slapped the reins, and Brownie went into a full gallop. He circled around Kenzie and Heath 


‘Having fun yet?" Paul asked. 


‘Not really. | can’t control this horse," Kenzie grunted "I try to get him to move and he wont go, dammit." 


Heath leaned in towards hm. "You have to let him know that you're the one in control, not him. Butternut is a 
stubborn one. Try it out" He made his horse go into a trot, and he circled him one time then waited to see what 


Kenzie would do. Kenzie bent forward to the horse's ear. 


‘Did you hear that, Butternut?" he said to the oblivious horse. Heath laughed Kenzie pulled his mouth to one side, 


his brow furrowed 


Heath wiped away a tear from his eye and approached Kenzie. ‘Im sorry," he said, his voice laden with good 
natured sympathy. "Just grab the reins and take control You'll get the hang of it soon enough" Kenzie took the 
reins, doing what Heath was doing. "Now watch this," Heath said He slapped the reins down, and yelled out, "Yahhhl" 
The horse took off into a full gallop. Kenzie followed suit, and Butternut raced after him. 


The three of them sped over hills and through valleys. It was quite a bit since Heath last went horseback riding, and 
he had forgotten how great it felt. When he was on top of Nutmeg's back, the world stopped, and the only thing 


moving was him. The group was fast approaching a large knoll They raced over it, landing in an enormous valley. 


"Whoa, there," Paul said, tugging back on Browne's reins. The horse came to a halt Heath and Kenzie did the same. 
Paul dismounted the horse. "So," he said with a grin, "What do you think?" 


"Wow." Kenzie got off of Butternut and scanned the valley. "What's that down there?" he asked "ls that an island?" 


"Mm-hmm," Heath said He rode his horse down to the shallow yet wide moat that surrounded the island, and the 
two followed Heath dismounted and sat down on the ground, taking off his platform shoes and throwing them 
across the water. What followed next were his socks, and finally his bell bottoms 


Kenzie stared with wide eyes, and Paul raised an eyebrow. "What are you doing?" Paul asked, half knowing the 


answer. 


"What does it look lke Im doing?" Heath replied, crossing his arms. ‘lm not getting these wet. Those pants were 


expensive." 


Paul rolled his eyes. Kenzie jogged up to Heath and pushed him, landing rear end first into the water. Heath sat 
there in the water, dumbstruck 


"You never said anything about your shirt," Kenzie said 

Heath slowly got up, his shirt and underwear dripping wet. Then he snatched Kenzie by the wrists and pulled him 
down into the water with him. Kenzie landed on his stomach, and he struggled to bring his head above the water. 
When he did, his stick straight hair was plastered on his face, obscuring his eyes. Paul laughed, but immediately got a 


mouthtul of water. 


"Thats it," he said, kicking off his shoes. He jumped into the water, and splashed both of them. They laughed as 
they splashed each other, until they collapsed on the island with aching muscles and laughter. 


"Heath," Kenzie said after they finally calmed down, "F | ruined your shirt, Im sorry." 


"Hs okay, " Heath said "! dont really care anymore." 


Paul stood up. "Guys, come up here and look at this view." 


Heath shielded his eyes. The sky was painted with light purples, pinks, and blues, with luscious green hills in front of 
if. The moon was visible, but just barely. Apple trees in turn lined the hills, and their horses were grazing just a few 
yards away with a couple of wild horses. 


‘Now this is Washington," Heath said "What do you think, Kenzie?" 


A tiny smile came across Kenzie's face. "I guess Washington isnt as bad as | thought." He gazed into the sunset. 'I 
Kind of wish | had a camera." 


'I have a camera," Paul said, pulling a Polaroid out of his backpack "! had a feeling we might use it" 


Kenzie held up the camera so it was facing towards him and the sunset. "Cmon, guys," he said "Get in here." The 
three squeezed themselves together, and Kenzie snapped the button 


‘Let me see it," Heath said, grasping at the air. 


‘ts not even done developing yet, Fruit Cake; hold your damn horses," Kenzie said He waved the photo in the air, 


away from Heath's reach 


"Careful with my camera," Paul said. "And Heath, put your pants back on for God's sakes." 
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Kenzie leaned in to Paul's ear. "Heath is a little weird," he said 


Paul smirked. "You dont know the half of it," he said, taking his camera from Kenzie's hand and putting it back in his 
backpack 


Kenzie took the photo from out of the air and looked at it. He smiled Seeing this, Heath zpped up the zipper on his 


Jeans and rushed over. 


‘Can | see it now?" he asked, looking over Kenzie's shoulder, standing on the tips of his toes. Heath grinned "Thats a 


keeper. 4 


Kenzie put the photograph in his back pocket. Paul whistled, and the horses came over to the island, crossing the 


moat. 


"We need fo get home before the coyotes come out," Paul said 


"There's coyotes out here?" Kenzie said in disbelief 


As they mounted their horses and prepared for the short journey home, Kenzie tapped Heath on the shoulder. 


‘Do you think we still have time to jam together?" he asked. 


Heath smiled "Im up for it. Hey, Paul, are you up for making some music?" 


"OF course," Paul replied 


Heath flipped his hair over his shoulder. "Lets get to it, then" 


Chapter 3: The Draft 


It was humid for an October day in Texas. The three were sitting up on the bleachers at the Texas Motor 
Speedway, trying to unwind before the concert that night. The sun was scorching, glaring down on the 
bleachers and the people sitting in them. Heath wiped some sweat off his forehead with the back of his hand. 


"Whose bright idea was this, again?" Heath said. 

"Hey, I've never been to a real race before, okay?" Kenzie said, placing his drink next to his thigh. "So shut up." 
Paul picked up the drink and took a sip. "Yuck," he said, shuddering. "What is that?" 

"Sweet tea." 

"Its more like sugar water with a little tea in it" 


"Damn right it is. You Yankees don't know jack about good tea." 
A large man with a baseball cap tried to shove his way through the band. his gut scraped against the cup, and 


knocked the drink all over Kenzie's lap. 


"Jesus, my sweet tea," he yelled. He scowled at the man. "What in the hell do you think you're doin?" Kenzie 
started spewing out a list of profanities in a thick southern accent that would have made an army grunt 


embarrassed. Kenzie clapped a hand over his mouth, his face an even paler white, and sat down. 


"| thought | got rid of that damn accent," he muttered. 
"Wow," Heath said. "I didn't know you were a full-blown redneck" 
"Now listen here," Kenzie said. "Look You got your rednecks, your hillbillies, and your white trash." 


Heath cocked his head. "So, which one are you, then?" 


Kenzie looked straight ahead. "White trash," he muttered. 


"| knew it" 


Microphone feedback squealed in the speakers. Heath clapped his hands over his ears. 


"May | have your attention, please?" The announcer said. "Before we get this race started, | would like To 
welcome Texas native, Grant Johnson. He has been imprisoned in Kuwait for a year, and he just now made it 


home, by the grace of God. This race is dedicated to him." 


The Persian-Gulf War. Heath shuddered He remembered when he was almost part of a war, himself. 
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It was July l, 1170. Heath opened the door to the reservation book store. The litte bell above the door let out a 
ring. The dusty smell of old books permeated the room. Bookshelves with an attached sliding ladder lined the walls, 
and mini shelves in a state of disarray were in the middle of the room, creating a labyrinth of reading materials 


Heath wandered over to the counter, looking around the room, perhaps for something interesting 


"Welcome," Paul called out from the stacks 


‘Its just me," Heath said "You can let your guard down." 


‘Oh, thank the Lord," Paul said He popped up behind the counter, leaning forward. "Im so bored" 


"Does anyone even come in here?" 


“Sometimes | wonder how he keeps this business afloat to be honest." 


A set of footsteps creaked the mahogany wood floor. "Paul?" 


"Yeah?" 


"F youre going fo be talking to your friends, you should be doing something" A heavy-set Native American stood in 
the doorway to the backroom 


Paul sighed "Okay." He got out a comically huge feather duster and climbed the rolling ladder. Clouds of dust flew 
off the shelves. He launched into a coughing fit. "So, what's new with you?" Paul asked, after catching his breath, 


"Im worried" 


"What? Why? ý 


"Because," Heath said "They're sending out draft cards soon." 
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Paul stopped in his tracks. "What?" 


"Yeah. | can't believe it either. | cant go to war; HI die over there. Do | look like Im made for combat?" 


‘How do they know who's getting drafted?" 


"We dont. It's done through a lottery system." 


"Dang," Paul said "Well, whats the likelihood of getting chosen? It cant be that high, can it?" 


"Youd be surprised." 


Paul furrowed his brow in thought, dusting a particularly dirty book. "I dont think this book has been touched in 
years." He took it off the shelf. "The Great Big Book of Native American Astrology?" 


"You can have that book if you want," the store owner said 


‘Really? Thanks." Paul stepped off the ladder, taking the book with him. "Hey, Running Bear." 


"What?" 


‘Do you know anyone who can falk to us about getting drafted?" 


"Well," Running Bear said, "you two could always talk to Snarling Wolf." 


‘Oh, yeah, duh," Paul said, slapping a hand against his forehead "Of course. Here, Heath, | get off in a few minutes. 
We can go talk to Elder together if you want fo." 


“Sure. Just let me call Kenzie to come up here." 


The bell above the door rang again. 


‘Hey, Paul, whats up?" 


‘Oh, God," Paul said "What do you want, Firemaker?" 


Firemaker looked at Paul down his long, pointed nose. "Wow, Paul, no need for such mean-spiritedness." 


If Paul rolled his eyes any harder, he would strain them. "What do you want?" 


‘Honestly, nothing, | just wanted to bother you." 


"Just buy something and get out already." 


‘Actually, youre night. | was looking to buy something" 


‘Really now." 


"Yes Where are the books about Native Americans that abandon their culture?" 


Paul grit his teeth, 


"Wow, look at that," Heath said "You've got one minute left before you get out of work" 


Pauls eyes never left Firemaker as he grabbed his jean jacket 


"Good riddance," he said as he and Heath left 


"What was that all about?" Heath asked 


‘Don't worry about it" 


"But-" 


‘Don't worry about it. Where are we meeting Kenzie at?" 


"Your house." 


‘Oh, good Lord We better hurry up then. Hop on." 


Heath stared at the motorcycle. "But there's no room. Your bag is in the way." 


"Then you know where to go," Paul gestured with a hand 


don't want to sit in the basket," Heath groaned 


Paul stopped at the edge of the gravel driveway, seeing a fall, pale figure talking to a disgusted short, dark figure. 
The door slammed shut. The fall figure made its way down the driveway, head downcast. 


"You didnt ask Wynonna out, did you?" Paul asked 


Kenzie nodded "Not my fault you have a hot sister." 


Paul rolled his eyes. "Hold on, let me drop my stuff off inside, then we can go to Elder's office." 


‘Hey, Heath," Kenzie said, giving him a small wave. 


‘How in the hell are you not freaking out right now?" 


"What do you mean?" 


"What do | mean? What do you mean what do you mean? Draft cards are coming" 


Kenzie frowned "Oh, yeah. That." 


"Okay," Paul said He paused to catch his breath "Get on" 
Kenzie sat down behind Paul, and the two of them stared at Heath Heath groaned 


"Why do | always have fo sit in the damned basket?" 


Soon enough, the three of them were standing outside tribal councilman Snarling Wolfs office. Paul knocked on the 


door. 

‘Come in," a warm voice said "Hello, boys." Snarling Wolf's wavy black hair was tied back into a low ponytail 
revealing a gold hoop in his left ear. Hs face was Kind, with deep brown eyes one could lose themselves in. The 
sweater he was wearing was a royal purple with a crisp, white button down underneath. The older Native turned fo 


face Kenzie. "| don't think Ive met you before." 


Paul put his arm around Kenzie's shoulders. "This is our friend, Kenzie Belvidere. He just moved here a couple 
months ago." 


"Oh, really?" Snarling Wolf said. "Where are you from?" 


Kenzie seized up. "Uh, Missouri" 


Mssouri, huh? Interesting. 


Snarling Wolf nodded upwards. "What brings you here to Washington?" 


Kenzie reluctantly opened his mouth, but Heath answered for him. 


"He's the drummer for our new band," Heath said He grinned at 


Paul and Kenzie, but they didn't share the same sentiment. 


"Band?" Snarling Wolf chuckled "That sounds like fun" 


‘Anyway, " Paul said. "that's not what we're here for." 


"Oh, no?" 


"No." Paul said "We have a major concern." 


"About?" 


"Well-" 


‘Spit it out," Heath said "Draft cards are coming." 


‘Ah, | see," Snarling Wolf said, grimacing "I remember when I first got drafted" 


"You were drafted?" Kenzie asked 


"Yup, thats right." Snarling Wolf leaned back into his chair. 


‘ft was April 5, 1091" 


"Wow, Korea" Heath's green eyes got bigger. 


Kenzie cocked his head "Did you kill anyone?" 


Snarling Wolf smirked "A few." 
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"Damn" Kenzie sat down, enraptured "Tell me more." 


"We dont have time for all that," Paul said quickly 


"Sure we do." Kenzie leaned forward "Go on" 


Snarling Wolf stared at the ceiling as he reminisced 'I remember it vividly. | was with my buddy, Tom. We were in 
the mountains, and we had gotten lost from our group. We came across a group of Korean soldiers, and one of 


them shot Tom multiple times in the chest. Blood gushed from the wound, just like in the movies. | took out my 


rifle and blew the enemy's head clean off. | mowed down the others, but not before one of them shot me in the 
leg. | made it out just fine, but Tom wasn’t so lucky." 


"Did he die?" Kenzie asked 


" Ye s ” 


"Wow," Heath said ‘lm sorry to hear that." 


‘ts alright, boys. Thats the nature of war." 


don't want to go to war," Heath said 'I can't get dratted" 


"I guess this brings me fo our question, Elder," Paul said 


"What are our chances of getting drafted?" 


"That's a good question Any of you boys married?" 


"| cant even find a date," Kenzie said 


"I see. Well, | know Paul for a fact would be exempt." 


‘Did you get married and not fell me?" Heath said, glaring at Paul 


Snarling Wolf shook his head. "Thats not it. Hs dad died in 


Vietnam a few years ago. If you are a surviving son or brother, you're exempt from the draft." 


Kenzie fiddled with a knick-knack on Snarling Wolf's desk "Your dad died in Vietnam? Damn" 


Paul furrowed his brow. ‘Its okay. He was a piece of shit anyway." 


"Paul," Snarling Wolf warned. 


"But he was. He abandoned us." 


‘So did my dad," Kenzie said, shrugging "Dont matter." 


Heath tucked a stubborn curl behind his ear. "Any other ways we can avoid the draft?" He asked 


"You could go to college," Snarling Wolf said "Other than that, | don’t know what to fell you." 


"I see. Thanks for talking to us, Elder," Paul said 


‘Any time." 


Heath pulled his jacket closer to his body. The wind outside was blowing something fierce. Ringlets whipped around his 
head as the three stood outside of Snarling Wolfs office. 


‘Now what?" Kenzie said, switching his alert stare between his 


friends. 


"I guess its off to college," Heath said 


"And do what? Im sorry, but | dont think Im really college material" 


Heath grimaced. '! don't know, but its better than dying in Vietnam." He turned to Paul. "Youre lucky. Youre 


exempt." 


Paul shrugged. "I guess" 


"What should we study?" Heath asked Kenzie. Might as well pick something good while we're there." 


‘Laint studying shit," Kenzie said "| have another idea." 


Heath raised an eyebrow. "Like what?" 


Kenzie looked around, then leaned in closer. "My friend Jackson wrote me a letter the other day-" 


"And this is relevant how?" 


‘Quiet you. Anyway, he wrote me a letter stating that he moved away fo avoid the draft. The return address 
was Canadian." 


Heath bit his lip. "You're not suggesting that we-" 


"-go to Canada Yes. Werre so close. Think about it: three hours away from sweet, sweet, freedom." 


don't know," Paul said "Doesnt that seem a little excessive?" 


Kenzie folded his arms across his chest. "What do you care? Youre not the one who has fo deal with the draft." 


"l don’t want you guys to move away," Paul said 


"l don't want to move away, either," Heath said "Are you sure jumping the border is the best option?" 


“Sure Im sure." Kenzie flipped his hair over his shoulder. 


‘Its cheaper than going to college, thats for damn sure." 


Heath and Paul looked at each other. "lm not sure if we should," Heath said "Besides, have you ever even met a 
Canadian before? They're Kinda..weird" 


‘Whatever, youre just too chicken to go," Kenzie said "lm packing up and leaving tonight, whether your happy ass is 
there or not." 


There was a silence between the three. Heath kicked at the dry ground with his platform shoes, stirring up a cloud 
of dust in its wake. He looked over at Paul, who was looking at Kenzie the same way Snarling Wolf was looking at 
them not ten minutes earlier. Concern and worry were in those big brown eyes. Heath looked at his own shoes. The 
draft was looming, and there wasn't much time left to make a decision 


Heath exhaled hard through his nose. "What time are you leaving?" 


Eight o'clock, sharp. That should give me enough time to get all my shit." 


Hm" 


"| guess you dont want to avoid the draft that badly, huh?" 


"All right, fine. Hl go. Jesus. Whose car are we taking?" 
"Yours. Mine can't fit everything." 


Heath made a face. "But its gonna fall apart any second" 


"Then you shouldntve given me the option of picking yours." Kenzie said with a shrug. 


"Youre killing me here." 


"Guys," Paul said "Please don’t do this. Just go fo college with me." 


‘Oh, so now Mr. Exempt wants to go to college?" Kenzie said 


"Yeah. There's something else | have fo escape from." 


‘But I thought you wanted to be in the band with us?" Heath said 


"Well, | cant be in a band if the other band members are in Canada, now can |?" 


Heath frowned and looked at Kenzie. 


"l don’t know what fo fell you," the drummer said, shrugging. "You can spend your money on a piece of paper if 
you want fo. Im leaving tonight, and that's that." 


Heath looked at the ground. "Fine. lil go." He couldnt bring himself to look at the Native. "Im sorry, Paul." 


Paul nodded, his face downcast. "I understand" 


Later that day, Heath was in his room, pacing back and forth, a backpack filled with just the essentials sitting on his 
bed He went downstairs, picked up the phone, and dialed 


"Hello?" 


"Yeah, its me," Heath said 'I just called to confirm that we are stil doing this?" 


n" Ye s " 


"This is still happening." 


n" Ye s ” 


Heath sighed. "Okay, Im on my way." 


‘See you." Click 


Heath pulled up in front of Kenzie's apartment. Kenzie left the window and came outside, a backpack on his back 


"Thats all youre bringing?" Heath said, gawking. "We could've taken your car instead." 


"| didnt want fo. Its not reliable." 


‘Oh, and this is?" The truck made a popping noise as if it heard "See?" 


‘Look, everything is going to turn out alright. So just chill out." 


"l will not chill out. Youre making this to be a smaller deal than it is. We're going to Canada to escape the draft for 
God's sakes." 


‘Shut up, do you want people fo hear you?" Kenzie said, slamming the passenger door shut. "Lets get a move on 
Weve got three hours on the road ahead of us." 


‘for God's sakes," Heath said again, backing out, and pulling onto the road 


The sun had already set, and the air was growing crisper by the second The duo had made it to the highway, the 
radio playing soft rock in the background. 


"Woo-hoo, road trip," Kenzie said, sticking his head out the window. Hs long black hair flew in the breeze. 


Heath let a small smile escape. "This feels amazing." 


‘See, | told you" 


‘Lets turn this shit up." Heath turned the knob that connected to the volume, the sounds of Three Dog Nght 
intertwining with the wind. The breeze bit his face, but he didn’t mind He slammed on the gas, the truck reaching 
60, 70, 80 miles an hour. "Canada or bust," he yelled The scent of pine rushed into the pickup, mixed with apple 
blossoms and dogwood. The night air felt cool on Heath's olive skin He brushed some ringlets away from his face, 
feeling the adrenaline pump through his body. They were really doing this. Expansive, wide open land was on either 
side of them, giving the illusion of openness and freedom. 


Half an hour later, Kenzie started to dig through his backpack. 


"What are you looking for?" Heath asked. 


‘Food. | remembered | packed some, but | cant find it. Did you bring any?" 


Heath frowned. "! guess | didn’t think about it" 


Kenzi's gray eyes widened "You didn’t think about it? What kind of a road trp buddy are you? You know we're 
supposed to be living in Canada, right? Who the hell forgets food?" 


‘Obviously you." 


"Shut up. You did too." 


Heath glared at the Southerner. '! guess we'll have to stop and buy some, then." 


‘But there's nothing out here but farmland." 


Heath looked to his left. "You're right. Damn if. Can you wait?" 


Kenzie sighed loudly. '! guess | have no choice." 


Heath furrowed his brow, staring out at the outstretched road in front of him. The Greek pulled over. 


"You drive." 


"What?" 


"cant do this. You drive." 


"I thought you'd never ask." Kenzie hopped in the driver's seat, and they were off once more. Heath looked out the 
window. The stars were quite beautiful out here, He could see the Miky Way, stretched across the night sky. 
Billboards for antique stores lining the highway zoomed by as the two sped off into the night. 

"Thank God youre letting me drive," Kenzie said "With you behind the wheel, we wouldn't get there ‘til next month." 


"Kenzie." 


"What?" 


Heath pressed his forehead against the cool glass. "Do you really think we made the night decision?" 


‘Uh, duh. Why, are you going fo chicken out on me?" 


"No." Heath watched as a billboard for a gentleman's club whizzed by. 'I just dont think were ready." 


So, youre ready for the draft, then?" 


"God, no." 


"Then let's keep going." 


They sat in silence, the only noise was soft rock coming from the radio. Heath closed his eyes. When he opened 
them next, they were approaching the American and Canadian border, fast 

‘ust dont say anything, and we'll be fine," Kenzie said He looked over at Heath "And get that look off your face." 
Kenzie stopped, and a border patrol agent wearing red greeted them at the driver's side window. 


‘Good evening, boys. Where you from?" 


"Holiday, Washington," Kenzie said 


"Whats the purpose of your visit?" 


"Vacation." 


‘ see. And how long are you going to stay in Canada for?" 


"A couple weeks or so." 


‘Excellent. Just let me see your passports, and Hl let you on your way." Kenzie showed the agent the passports 
"Thank you. Enjoy your time in Canada." 


Kenzie drove away, crossing the border. Once the border was behind them, he laughed "We made it." 


"Yeah," Heath said "I guess we did" 


"And to think you had no faith in me." 


They drove along, staring off into the smoky Canadian mountains. 


‘Now what?" Heath said, looking to Kenzie for guidance. 


Kenzie blinked. "I don't know. Do you?" 


The two sat in silence again. 


"That's a problem," Kenzie said 


"Yeah, | suppose it is." 


‘Maybe we should just get a hotel for the night and figure out what fo do tomorrow." 


They pulled into a seedy looking motel and rented a room. The dark yellow light above the door fo their room 
flickered and buzzed, moths flying around it, content. Kenzie turned the key in the lock, and the smell of moth balls 
hit them in the face. 

"Gross" Heath kicked off his shoes and sat down on the bed, which creaked He bounced on the bed, the creaking 
noises keeping in rhythm. "Someone had a good time on this bed" 


"Thats disgusting" Kenzie sat down on the other side. '! can't believe we have to share a bed" 


"Hey, its all we could afford" 


"l dont lke the way that woman looked at us, either. She called us cute!" 


‘So? Its a compliment." 


‘No. She thought we were queers." 


Heath blinked "0h" Hs eyes opened wide in realization. "Ohhhhhh." 


They sat on opposite sides of the bed, listening to the heater attempt to do its job. The room was small and 
cramped. The floor was covered in brown shag carpet, and the walls were painted a mustard yellow color. The 
curtains were a cream color, but upon further inspection by Heath, were supposed to be white. They reeked of the 
acrid stench of cigarette smoke. 


"Didnt you say you wanted to get food?" Heath said 


‘kind of lost my appetite, to be honest." 


‘Same here." Heath started taking off his clothes 


‘Uh, what do you think youre doing?" 


"l sleep in my underwear. Got a problem with that?" 


Kenzie curled his lp. "Actually, yeah, | do." 


"But you do the same thing." 


"Thats different." 


"How so?" 


‘Because, || just, just because," Kenzie stammered. "We're sharing a bed, Fruit Cake. Thats weird" 


"Well, | cant sleep with clothes on." 


‘Neither can |" Kenzie crossed his arms over his chest, and exhaled hard. "You better stay on your side." 


‘Don't have to tell me twice." Heath threw his clothes into a corner. He got under the covers, putting his hands 
behind his head, staring at the ceiling Kenzie got in on the other side. 


"| dont like the way this bed feels." 


‘Oh, God, what's wrong now?" 


"H feels weird Its too..Canadian." 


Kenzie groaned. "Just shut up and go fo sleep." 


Heath rolled over on his side, and propped his head up with a hand. 'I can't sleep." 


"You didnt even try, i 


"But-" 


‘Now quit bothering me and go to sleep." 


Heath stared at the ceiling for God knows how long. The Canadians apparently didn't believe in clocks. He finally 
drifted off after a while. A soft noise from the bathroom woke him up. 


‘Kenzie, what are you doing?" Heath said, his voice groggy. He got up, and knocked on the bathroom door. "Are you 
alright in there?" 


Kenzie threw the door open, an icy glare across his face. Hs eyes were all red and bloodshot. "Yes." 


Heath looked up at the drummer. "Were you crying?" 


‘No. Everythings fine." 


"Well | don't think everything is fine." 


"Why note" 


‘Because we're in Canada," Heath said, bewildered "We dont know what the hell were doing We can't do this. We 
have absolutely no plan, and this idea was crazy in the first place. Why the hell | went along with if, | have no 


clue." 


Kenzie gave a small smile. ‘lm glad someone has the same idea." 


"So what do we do now?" 


"We get the hell out of here." 


Kenzie dropped the keys off at the front desk, and hopped into the driver's side of the white truck. He turned the 
key, and the engine wouldn't start. 


‘Are you tucking kidding me?" Kenzie slammed his hands on the steering wheel 


"Here, let me try it. Switch seats with me." 


Heath turned the key, and the engine started. 'H likes me more." 


"Shut up." 


hope it doesnt act up," Heath said as he pulled onto the road 'I told you this truck isnt reliable." 


Kenzie stared at Heath 


‘Quit looking at me like that," Heath said "Well probably make it home." 


‘Uh, probably’? Heath, | want to go home. This was such a stupid idea Why didn't you try fo falk me out of it?" 
Heath just shook his head and drove on They crossed the border, and got on the highway that led fo home. 


A couple of hours later, the engine started to sputter. 


‘Don't you dare," Heath warned. 


The engine protested some more, and the truck came to a stop on the shoulder. The two looked at each other. 
Heath stepped out of the truck and lifted the hood A cloud of white smoke came out, lke a hotbox. The hood 


slammed shut. 


‘Looks like we're not going anywhere," Heath said softly. 


Kenzie stepped out of the truck and joined him. "Are you serious?" 


"There's smoke coming out of the engine." 


"That's just great." Kenzie slapped his hands to his sides. "How the fuck are we going fo get out of here?" 


Heath thought for a moment. "There was a rest area fifteen minutes back We could use a phone there and call 
for help." 


"Youve got to be kidding me." 


"Well, what else do you want me to do?" Heath said "We don’t have another choice." 


Kenzie shoved his hands in his pockets and began walking the other way. "You and your wise ideas." 


‘lm sorry, whose idea was it fo go to Canada again? Oh, wait a minute, it was yours." 


"Well excuse me for wanting to not get killed" 


‘1 don't want to get killed either. Why do you think | came along in the first place?" 


‘Because you were just trying to humor me." Kenzie sighed. "I know a lot of my ideas are dumb." 


Heath looked down at his shoes. "! don’t think so." 


"No?" 


‘No. This wasnt as well thought out as it could have been, but this definitely wasnt dumb" 


Kenzie smiled 


"At least not that dumb" 


"Watch it" 


The wind bit into Heath's cheeks as the two walked along the side of the road for what seemed like a long time. 


"How much longer?" Kenzie said. 


‘Hopefully not much," Heath replied 


"You alright?" Kenzie asked "You've been kinda quiet." 


"Just thinking." 


"About what?" 


"The draft." Heath sighed 'I just dont know what we're going to do about it" 


"You mentioned college." 


"Yeah, but | don't know if | really want to go fo college or not." He looked up at the sky, the litte lights reflecting 
off his green eyes. 'I want fo do this band." 


"/ know. So do |" 


"Then let's do it. We'll get started on the album, and everything will be alright." Heath kicked a rock across the 


pavement. "I hope." 


‘Heath, we havent even begun to write any songs yet. What makes you think this is going to work out?" 


Heath kept his eyes ahead. '! just know it will | have a feeling" 


‘A feeling can only take you so far," Kenzie said, pulling his jacket around his body tighter. "We actually have to do 
the work." 


Heath crossed his arms. "I know." 


"Then lets make a promise right now." Kenzie stopped walking and faced Heath, one taller man and one shorter one. 
"F we ever make it back home, we will start to actually do some real work on the album." He spit on his hand and 
stuck it out in front of him. "Paul isnt here right now, but | know he would agree with me. So what do you say? 


Are we doing this or not?" 


Heath looked down at the sticky hand, then at his own He spat into his own, and shook Kenzie's hand. "Damn right 


we are.” 


"Good Now lets get the hell home." 


The Flat Rock Rest Area was just a couple of minutes away. The two walked in, right past a large map of 
Washington, over to a pay phone. Heath flipped through a book of phone numbers 
‘Here's a towing company," Heath said "Lets try them." 


‘Are they even open right now?" 


"They better be." Heath dialed the number, and the line rung for ages 


‘Guess theyre closed," Kenzie said after Heath slammed the phone back on the hook 


‘Now what are we going to do?" Heath said, running his fingers through his hair. "We're down fo our last quarters." 


‘Gimme those," Kenzie swiped them from Heath's hand He punched in a number, and held the phone to his ear. "He 
better answer." 


"Who are you calling?" 


"Hello?" A groggy voice on the other line said "Who is this?" 


"Paul, its me." 


‘Kenzie? What happened? Are you two alright?" 


‘No. We're stranded at the Flat Rock Rest Area Heath's truck broke down and the towing company we called is 


closed" 


"The Hat Rock Rest Area?" Paul said "That's an hour away for Pete's sakes." 


‘Could you come pick us up?" 


Paul sighed. "I guess. With what car, though? Im not taking my motorcycle down there." 


Kenzie shrugged "! dunno. | trust youll find something." 


‘Ugh. HI see you in about an hour." 


‘See you." Click 


‘ls he coming?" Heath asked 


"Yeah" 


‘Oh, thank God" Heath clapped his hands in front of him, glancing skyward. 


"He didn't sound too happy about it." 


‘ts two o'clock in the morning | wouldnt be happy about it either." 


Kenzie sat down on a nearby oak bench, "Now all we have left is the waiting game." 


Heath sat down next to him, and pulled out his journal from a jacket pocket. "Why dont we put this time to good 


use?” 


"And do what with it?" 


Heath smiled "I have an idea for a song," 


About an hour later, Heath's head shot up as he heard thumping on the marble floor of the rest area approaching 


"There you guys are," Paul said 


"Paul, thank God," Kenzie said as he threw his arms around him. The Native was surprised, but hugged him back. 


"You guys look exhausted," Paul said 


"Youre telling me," Heath said 


"What happened?" Paul asked "I thought you guys were going to Canada." 


‘Don't rub it in," Kenzie said with a growl 


Paul shook his head "lm not. Just tell me what happened." 


‘Lets get on the road first," the drummer replied "You didn't bring your motorcycle, did your" 


Paul sighed "No. But its not my car, so be careful." 


"Whoa," Heath said as they walked outside. "Whose car is that?" 
A black 1151 Chevy Bel Air waited for them outside. Paul opened the door to the driver's side. 


"Can | drive?" Kenzie asked 


‘Absolutely not," Paul said. ‘Like | said before, this int my car." 


"Then whose is it?" Heath said 


"Elder's." 


Kenzie smoothed his hand over the leather seat. "He has good taste." 


"Try not to get anything on them," Paul said. The Bel Air started up, and rolled down the highway. 


So, you guys chickened out?" Paul said, breaking the silence. 
Kenzie glared at Paul "We didn't ‘chicken out," he said "We just felt that Canada wasn't the right place for us at 
this time. Thats all." 


Paul nodded his head upwards. '! see. So what majors did you guys choose?" 


"Accounting." 


"Music," Heath piped up from the back seat 


Paul chuckled. "lm doing education." 


"But what about the band?" Heath said 


‘Well still do the band," Paul said, "but just on the side. Besides, are you really serious about it? We haven't even 


written one song yer." 


Heath grinned "Thats where you're wrong" 


